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baggage. " But I think it would be unhappy in London
where I live/'

" Are there no camels in London ? "

"Very few."

In his tent was a tattered, dusty copy of Seven Pillars
of Wisdom which Lawrence had given his father.

" What struck you most about him? "

" I was only a child," he said. " I can remember
well his smallness and his gentleness. He was quick and
pleasant. But what we admired most was the endur-
ance of his camel rides. He rode from Tobeik to Jafer
in one day."

He had slain a sheep in my honour, and we ate
hungrily in silence. My gums, accustomed to the meat-
less pappy food of England, were sore from the un-
wonted exercise.

As we sat round the fire in the guest-tent, Mohammed
took my hand.

" You are now a Howeiti. You are a member of my
tribe/'

" Thank you very much/1

" Mabsut? " he asked,    ''Are you happy? "

I knew the formula by now.

" I am happy, the praise be to God. Are you
happy?"

" I am happy if you are happy."

" I am very happy," I said.

" You must marry a Howeitat girl and live here. I
will find you the best girl of my tribe/'

" That's jolly kind of you," I said. " But I must go
back to England."

"Why?"

" Because my people live there. But when I'm older
and when I'm tired of life there, I'll come back. And